


BURNING of the “SEABIRD,” 


(Lake Michigan, April 9th 1868.) 
BY P. B. WEST. 
The ‘Seabird,’ well appointed leaves her port, 


And well withstands the iiiiipsler’s power, \ 


By Pharos guided,marking well the coast, 
Fulfills her mission, chiding not the hour 


wave, 


7 
\ 


Of the delay, tossed by the increasing wind and(._ 


Soon doomed to perish—flame her foe—the sea— a : 


her grave. 


Night veiled the waters of that inland sea Ce 
Whose havens teem with ci of busy life, ‘A 
Whose stores, entrusted to the noble band 
Of well tried mariners, engaged in strife & 


With the wild winds at play, more sacred trust. 
their care— 


The freight of living souls in buoyant hope are 
there, 


Sleep, feverish, courted, blest calm conquering 
sleep, 
Kell deep on trustin,g loving hearts, and well 
Was meant kind words—the last good night, as 
bade 
By parting friends, in dreamland soon to dwell, 
Alas!in the unfathom’d land—to wake, to rise— 


Where night, nor morn, nor rising sun illumes the 
skies. 


. 


Unlooked for, unperceived, the fated suip 
A guest had entertained, whose sable wings 


Shrouded its form in darkness, while the wind ~™ 


Chanting a requiem olus sings, 
In symphony accords, where echoes aenae: do. 
meet 


Reluctant list’ning car, uncalled for to repeat. 


Angel of death—that guest : ‘unmasked assumes 
His scepter now with ghastly, gloomy, smile, 

With withering tongue of fire, and flashing eye 
Each victim scans, and mockingly beguiles 


Their moments—moments—seeming ages of dis- - 


tress, 


Taat made dread silence heard; Oh! God, the 
helpless bless. er a 
The flames mount high, and now relentless flame, 
A mother, with her child embracing flee 
With husband—brothers, or the sister kind, 
In madness of despair plunge in the sea 
© Bairesigning all te Heaven, in prayer their voices 
raise: 


Receive our spirits Lord, and thine shall be 
praise, 


As rise the snow white swans from blinding spray, _ 
stricken by northern blast, above to soar, 

So rose the passing spirits from the flames 
Of waye-rocked wreck,now drifting to the shore, 


“ma. ° ¢ 


A floating charnel house, a thing of painful dread, F 


Fated receptacle, its freight the ghastly dead. 


As Gisembodied Spirit from the tomb, 

50 rose the deathless souls to God above— 
The Father kind who wills that we adore 

His wisdom, Providence and works of love, 


Trusting in Faith-unerring guide to mortals given, _ 


That lifts the veil and scales the mount of Heay- 
en, 


From deep and lasting grief our Father spare 
Sutviving friends, thus chastened by thy hand, 
Susta;n them by thy grace, where ere they dwell, 
Thy love and power, O may they uuderstand; - 
Whom wind and seas obey, should man in love 
adore, 


His mysteries and ways, in depth ofthought ex- 
plore. 


lin this our last refrain, can we forget, 
The barque, x its noble crew, each sinew nerved 
“y sympathy for strangers in distress, 
While from such duty sailor true ne’er sweryed— 
Succes attends their efforts, while the morning 
light 


Contirms the dire alarm and horrors of that 
night, 


